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tildes that dissolve my estrangement from her, I can
pierce these barriers, I can see her and feel her as a
loving and feeling and desiring and muddle-headed
person. There are times when I would have her alive
again, if only that I might be kind to her for a little
while and give her some return for the narrow intense
affection, the tender desires, she evidently lavished
so abundantly on me. But then again I ask how I
could make that return ? And I realise the futility
of such dreaming. Her demand was rigid, and to
meet it I should need to act and lie.

So she whose blood fed me, whose body made me,
lies in my memory as I saw her last, fixed, still, infi-
nitely intimate, infinitely remote. . . .

My own case with my mother, however, does not
awaken the same regret I feel when I think of how
she misjudged and irked my father, and turned his
weaknesses into thorns for her own tormenting. I
wish I could look back without that little twinge to
two people who were both in their different quality
so good. But goodness that is narrow is a pedestrian
and ineffectual goodness. Her attitude to my father
seems to me one of the essentially tragic things that
have come to me personally, one of those things that
nothing can transfigure, that remain sorrowful, that
I cannot soothe with any explanation, for as I
remember him he was indeed the most lovable of
weak spasmodic men. But my mother had been
trained in a hard and narrow system that made evil
out of many things not in the least evil, and incul-
cated neither kindliness nor charity. All their es-
trangement followed from that.

These cramping cults do indeed take an enormous
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